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they reached the entrance of the main gate, where
the volunteers, having disarmed the sepoys, were, with
the Sikhs, keeping guard.    They came in entirely
naked, and were furnished &t the gate with a slight
covering.    Morning came, and such a dismal morning
I have seldom seen.    I walked out to the main gate,
and there saw a dooley, in which were the remains of
poor Alexander, lying in the riding-dress in which he
was cut down.   The muzzle of the musket was so
near his breast, that his shirt was singed.   Besides the
musket-wound, he had two deep sabre-cuts on his face,
proving that his own men of the irregular cavalry had
been treacherous.   Indeed, out of two hundred that he
. had, only twenty-five remain staunch:  all the rest
have bolted with the 6th.    Alexander was a very
amiable young man, and we all deeply lament his loss,
just in the bloom of life.   His body was buried in the
evening, in the trenches.    The morning passed on;
and, until eleven o'clock, our bungalow appeared from
the top of the barracks all safe.   In reality, however,
it was not so: the Pathans of Daryabad, with some
hundreds of low-caste Mohammedans, were plunder-
ing all our property and burning our books.    Of this
I knew nothing at the time.   The Eev. Mr Spry ap-
pointed a short  service,  at twelve o'clock,  in  the
verandah of the barracks.    Just before it began, I ran
up to the top of the barracks, and saw the smoke
rising from the roof of our dear bungalow.   The ser-
vice was very short, and attended by few.   Most of
the gentlemen were engaged in watching the fort, and